SOME  LETTERS  OF
a&augljnhe only possible attitude was a hearty acceptance of life as a whole. He was an enemy of nothing that is positive, but only of the negative things: doubt, cowardice, indifference, all ascetic denials of life. The reader of the letters that follow will, it is hoped, come ever more clearly to recognize the warm-hearted, welcoming personality that speaks in them. He was one of the few who can use, in their fullest sense, the words he has put into the mouth of Raphael: —
